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rather empty face and " a little of his blue ribbon showing ";
and whilst the Reverend Edward Tauerschmidt delighted a
restricted public with a brief study of his ancestry and the
town was mildly fluttered by preparations for the wedding,
Lord Melbourne was deliciously funny at Court " about his
new Coat, which he said, ' I expect it to be the thing most
observed.' " The day arrived in torrents of rain. A small,
determined bride with ' a large searching eye, an open
anxious nostril and a firm mouth ' (to adopt the somewhat
cheerless inventory of her charms compiled by a Scotch
newspaper) endured the ceremony, remembered to praise
Melbourne's coat, drove down to Windsor, opened her
Journal, dipped a pen, and made the ecstatic entry " I and
Albert alone/' Lord Melbourne, Palmerston, the Cowpers,
Uxbridge, her Ladies, all the intimates receded before the
dawning of a greater intimacy.

Ministers had their troubles on an ebbing tide of popu-
larity, and all hands were mustered in a last effort to with-
stand the Tories. Even Palmerston showed an increasing
tendency to participate in general business, slept at a
Cabinet dinner in full view of an observant colleague " in a
deep meditation upon the Scotch kirk"; although his
departmental affairs were more absorbing than ever, and
the news from China ruffled the waters of the House of
Commons. He crossed an experienced sword with the
moral indignation of young Mr. Gladstone and, with engaging
frankness, " put it to any man opposite whether he could
with a grave face say that he honestly believed that motive
of the Chinese Government to have been the promotion of
the growth of moral habits. . . . Why did they not prohibit
the growth of the poppy in their own country ? The fact
was that this was an exportation of bullion question, an
agricultural interest-protection question. It Vas the poppy
interest in China . . ." Small wonder that excited Tories
whirled like dervishes at this bland puncturing of their
loftiest sentiments. His hands were no less full in other
quarters. A vague fear of French designs in Morocco, an
awkward tendency on the part of French missionaries to
invite martyrdom in the more eligible islands of the Pacific,